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ROMANCE OF: IRISH HISTORY. 

THE FAITHLESS BUIDE OF BREFFNI. 
CHAPTER I. 

Oli, why was given to man the power 
To break the bonds that beauty wove ; 

To tear asunder in an liour 
Tlie hearts for ever joined in love. 

* * : • 

Alike the time— no matter where ; 

Anil oftner in the heartless glace 

Of pleasure and of revelry : 

The widowed heart will turn. anasigh 

O'er dreams that now 'ttvere sin .to bless, 

Though time can't make it love the less. 

Origisai. Poem. 

" Such," says Geraldus Cambrensis, an historian who 
nourished in the twelfth century, " is the variable and 
fickle nature of woman, by whom all mischief in the world 
(for the most part) doth happen and come, as may appear 
by Marcus Antonius, and by the destruction of Troy." 

That the destruction of Troy and the " soft Triumver's" 
defeat were caused by woman, I allow; but that Ireland, 
as Cambrensis infers, was lost by woman, I deny. " Tis 
true, and' pity 'tis 'tis true," that on her the fault fell j 
but the reader will perceive that it was worldly aggran- 
dizement on thcone side, and the basest of human pas- 
sions on the other, that caused the fall of Ireland, and 
not'lovely woman. 

It was the eve of a winter's day* in the year 1 1 68— the 
cheerless beams of a November sun were struggling 
through the broken windows and ruined walls of the 
fragment of a ruin, long since forgotten, beneath which a 
young man was moving rapidly backwards and forwards 
over the matted grass and half-sunken stone : there was a 
sullen calmness depicted an his dark, manly features, but 
it was the calmness of despair. Every now and then he 
■would start from his walk, madly toss his clenched hands 
in the air, and a deep curse would hover on his quivering 
lips : again he would stop, and fold his arms over his 
breast, quietly deliberate within himself, and again resume 
his walk. His feelings at length overcame him, and co- 
vering his brow with his hand, he sunk down on a broken 
piece of masonry. 

The person we have thus introduced to our readers 
was Dennot M'Blurehad, King of Leinster; in earlier 
days and happier hours he had become acquainted with 
Dearbhorgil, the lovely daughter of the King of Meath. 
She was a delicate and gentle being, of a soft and sensitive 
turn of mind ; her pensive blue eye ne'er beamed with 
augltt but love and tenderness ; and her figure, though 
small, was sylph-like, and exquisitely formed. Her re- 
tiring modesty shrunk from the glare of the noon-day sun, 
in which gaudier, though less beautiful flowers, would be 
glad tq bloom. M'Murchad was young and ardent— 
though not of the gay, thoughtless disposition of most 
youth: two such beings, coming in contact, could hardly 
fail to raise a mutual passiom It was so. M'Murchad 
loved her dearly and faithfully j she was the beau ideal of 
his young fancy— that something to be loved, "that one 
want," for which he had so often sighed. ~ : 

'Twould be useless to follow M'Murchad and the ob- 
ject of his 'love's young dream,' through the endless va- 
riety of.endearing scenes that filled up the first years, of 
their acquaintance—those little trifling attentions which 
to all, save the two beings engaged, appear as nothing.— 
Time flew on, and Dearbhorgil mustiosethe companion of 
many a happy hour ; yet, ere he departed, lie received the 
vows of a young and trusting heart,and gave his in return : 
but what availed .their plighted faith against the commands 
of her father. O'Rouark, prince of Breffni, came to woo. 
the fair Dearbhorgill; his wealth and power, as is the 
case in the present day, obtained the preference; and 
i ■ • King of Mvath forced his daughter to name the day 
that was to make her for ever miserable. M'Murchad 
heard of her intended marriage, but he did not believe it, 
or if he did it was in that flitful manlier in which a trou- 
bled dream appears to our memory in the morning. This 
was the cause ?of the pkreiwy in which we first Introduced 
him' to omr readew, J 



As he sat, thoughtful, and, as it were, unconcious of ths 
things around, a heavy sigh fell upon his ear. He lis. 
tened for a moment, then started to his feet, but could see 
nothing. Oppressed with a superstitious dread, he turned 
to leave the ruin, when to his terror and astonishment, he 
perceived a figure descending from the air towards him 
surrounded with a glow of light. As it approached 
M'Murchad perceived it to be a beautiful female, clothed 
in loose drapery, that floated gracefully round her aeriel 
form, and in her he also recognised a spirit that was inimi- 
cal to his family, and always appeared when some mis. 
fortune was to befal them. Placing himself in a posture 
of defence, he drew his sword, and awaited the spirit's 
coming, though now and then he raised his left hand,and 
passed it across his eyes, so as to hide from them the fear- 
fuf apparition. In the mean time, the figure almost hovered- 
over him, holding gracefully, and at the same time twin- 
ing a wreath of flowers above her head. She dropped the 
wreath on him when it was finished, and fluttering round 
him, sung in clear, thrilling notes the— 

PK0PHECY. 

I've cast a charm, and made a spell, 

As I sate in the lily's snow,-white bell ; 

I've begirt my ancient enemy 

In a tangled web that he cannot see : 

'Tis found him by night, and round him by day, 

And never will leave till hope fall away. 

Hunted by blood-hounds, he'll part, he'll part 

From the guilty idol of his heart. 

Forced from home and kindred to fly, 

A foreign land will receive his sigh ; 

Yet again will he come with steel-clad band. 

To claim and hold his forfeit land. 

The king and the chieftains of Erin unite, 

Swift to save, but swifter to smite; 

'Tis rain — 'tis rain — the earth is red 

With the gore of the patriothearts that bled; 

But though sceptered and crowned, I can see, 

can see ! 
M'Murchad must live but in misery ! 

At the end of this wild chaunt, the figure uttered close 
to M'Murchad'? ear, the words ' I rejoice — I rejoice !' and 
as she winged her flight towards her home in the broad— 
the blue— the starlit sky, he still heard the echo of her 
last words — I rejoice — I rejoice 1 
# : *'■■".■#. # * * 

The wedding-day of Dearbhorgil soon arrived ;herprayers 
and entreaties were of no use, and her father led the reluc- 
tant girl to the altar, placed himself her hand in that of a 
man she could never love — of one who, at the moment she 
was pledging the nuptial vow, she hated and despised. So 
much for the King of Meath s we have seen his fatherly 
love, and his sacrifice to the god of wealth and ambition. 
Now let us turn to the Prince of Breffni. O'Rouark may 
have loved Dearbhorgil; but he who would buy the 
" loathing virgin," from her father's arms to bless himself, 
deserves not the name of a man ; and, after ail, what is be 
possessed of ?— A mere, lifeless, violated form— the heart 
he can never confine: it will still wander in thought 
through the world with him who first taught it to sigh, 
O'Rouark may be compared to one who seesa beauteous 
flower; he plucks it, and places it on his bosom, to let 
himself and others admire it ; but, alas i the fragile child 
of summer, thus cruelly torn from its blooming compa- 
nions, and the home of its heart, will soon fade, and leave 
nothing in its possessor's hands but a wasted* inanimata 
stalk. Thus appears O'Rouark, in the most lenient point 
of view, and let the reader judge by whom was Ireland 

lost. ' 

The Prince of Breffni had! been some days absent on a 
pilgrimage to St. Patrick's Purgatory. He took a nume- 
rous train of vassals with him, and left but. a small guard 
of honor with bis.; queen; O'Rouark and she had now 
been some years married, and all thoughts of M'Murchad 
were supposed to have long faded from her heart. But, 
alas, it was far otherwise; they know not ths heart fif 
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woman who think that time will banish the remembrance ; tree, with one hand covering his face. On hearing steps 
of her first love, though " accident, blind contract, or the [approach he stood out from the tn-e; but oh, bow altered 
strong necessity of loving," may partially, or foe a time, ! since last she saw him : the brightness of his eyes was 
ni a ke°her seem to forget it; still, in the solitude of her bo- gone; his countenance, between its usual haggard, de- 
som, will she weep over happier hours and brighter pros- 1 jected loot, and the wild joy that rushed through him on 



p ec t s now faded for ever. The plighted, heart of Dear- 

bhorgil could know no more happiness ; the world, with | 
its praises and its dispraises, was no consideration to her ; 
dead to shame, and all else around, except the thought 
of the bereaved M'Murehad, she formed the resolution of 
eloping with him, and for this purpose a private corres- 
pondence was earned on between them. 

" Why looks my lady so sadly and reproachful at yon- 
der sun ? Is his flight less swift than it was wont to be ?" 
asked the companion and attendant of the Princess of 
Breffni, as they wandered one evening over the flowery 
fields of her fair domains. ; 

" Not so, girl;" replied the princess, "but thou kriew- 
est that I ient my faithful page, Lorcan, on a commission; 
he should — he ought to be here by this. I hope no mis- 
fortune has fallen upon him," her voice growing more 
agitated every moment. ;.:;■ 

"None in the slightest, my gracious princess," cried a 
beautiful youth, bounding from a thicket, and kneeling at 
the feet of Dearbhorgil. 

She gave an exclamation of surprise, but soon; checked 
herself, and, assuming a careless air, asked if he had com- 
pleted his commissions, and if he had to let her hear all 
about them. 

" Well, your majesty must know," said the favoured 
youth, " that the rare birds you expected are notyet arrived ; 
your beauteous flowers. are safe; tho silks, satiiiSj dia- 
monds, jewels, &c, and though last, not least, the little 
white mouse; (and he looked expressively in her face;) I 
feared to leave behind, so tied them to my saddle bow; 
they are yonder," his eyes glancing in the direction of 
some trees... 

Dearbhorgil : understood him ; but, notwithstanding, 
she lost her self-possession; and, in the agony of lier 
mind, she exclaimed, ■■' ...'.■; ■/ 

"He! Where! Oh, lead me to him— my own, long- 
loved— "■■ ■ ■ '" 

" Which," interrupted the crafty page, in time to pre- 
vent a total discovery; "is it the beautiful bird, or the 
diamonds, or the silks, or the flowers, or—that my prin- 
cess would wish to see;" 

The lady perceived the page's intention, and he again 
resumed. 

" They are all removed by this to the palace ; would 
your grace movie in that direction, and let your lady pro- 
ceed before, to announce your coming, and have the 
things in readiness for your inspection T* „ 

Dearbhorgil nodded approval, anci accordingly the lady 
was ordered oa-w4»rds, While the page conducted his mis- 
tress, at an'feasy jsace, towards the palace 



CHAPTER II. 

Orie touch to her hand, and one word in her ear, 

When they reached the hall-door, and the charger stood near ; 

So light to the croup the fair lady he swung, 

So light to the saddle before her ho sprung'; 

She is won— we are gone over bank, bush and scaur— 

They'll have flaet steed* that follow, quoth young Lochinvar. 

LAJDX HliilON's SONG. 

The sun had for 6ome time been sunk behind the range 
of hills that surrounded the palace, or rather resident 
fortress of the Prince of Breffni; and the golden sea he 
had left behind him was resting, as it were, on the summit 
of a few hills, that shot their peaky tops above the rest of 
their companions ; grey evening was melting into indis- 
tinct shadows and brown masses, the various romantic 
points of the landscape, as the princess and her guide 
were slowly moving onwards ; presently they approached 
a thicket, through which a sandy path led, by a circuitous 
way, to the palace ; and toning the angle of the walk, 
what a sight met the e^-es of Dearbhorgil. There stood 
M'Murehad, leaning, in an %onised position, against a 



seeing Dearbhorgill was awful in the extreme : a mixture 
of madness and joy. One bound, and he was beside the 
object of his guilty affection — she rushed into his arms, 
and they remained for some moments in each other's em- 
brace. : " ' 

Short was the time M'Murcliacl had to greet his Ibn'g 
lost Dearbhorgil; gently taking her liaurf, lie drew her 
closer to his bosom — one 'embrace — one guilty' kiss, and 
he hurried her.off the ground. 

: A few moments brought him to the place where his 
small but faithful band of warriors were resting after the 
fatigue of their late hard riding. Placing his lovely and 
almost lifeless burden before him on his strong black war- 
ste'ed, and marshalling his warriors, he dashed forward at 
a rapid pace for his capital of Ferns, and arrived safely, 
and without pursuit, which was more than he expectecl. 
The domestics of O'Rouark were few, and without a 
leader; and when the princess Was missed, all was con- 
sternation and dismay; one flew here, and another there, 
so that the band that could be mustered would be too 
small to pursue the Leinster king, did they even know the 
rout he had taken. Word was soon sent to O'Rouark, who 
returned, foaming with madness at his loss and disho- 
nour. It could not be long kept a secret as to where 
Dearbhorgil was conveyed, and with whom she was.— • 
O'Rouark applied to the monarch, Iihoderick O'Conor, 
who summoned an assembly of the different kings of Ire- 
land, the result of which was that M'Murehad was declared 
a traitor, his kingdom forfeit, and assistance was given to 
O'Rouark to drive his rival from the throne of Leinster, 
Accordingly both sides prepared to take the field. A 
short time enabled the monarch, Rhoderick, to take the 
command of a numerous army. The opposite sides soon, 
met, and many skirmishes took place. A general battle 
ensued, and ended in the total defeat of Derm ot M'Mur- 
ehad. ■■' His troops gave way from the first ; though when 
danger was darkest, and death reigned triumphant, there 
was the King of Leinster, striving to infuse into his das- 
tard soldiers the hope he himself had long ceased to che- 
rish. When the fate of the day was decided, M'Murehad 
and a chosen troop of horsemen hurried off the field; he 
was perceived by Rhoderick, who immediately put him- 
self at the head of his own body-guard of horse, and 
dashed after the fugitive. , 

O'Conor had known what it was to love ; he had seen 
the ill-fated Dearhhorgil/and loved her; pressed his suit 
to her own ear with alia lover's warmth,and was rejected. 
He was told in that kind, gentle way, which, though it 
be a death-blow to our happiness, deprives the refusal of 
half its bitterness.; and in the , place of love friendship 
usurps the heart. 'Tvvas thus with O'Conor; he was of 
a high and noble disposition, and scorned to urge his suit 
where he knew that the heart was already engaged. He 
offered his aid and friendship to Dearbhorgil, and it was 
accepted. He strove to forward his rival in her father's 
opinion, and when O'Rouark fust addressed the King of 
Meathfor his daughter's band, O'Conor strenuously op- 
posed him. 

As; a traitor, and a disgrace to royalty, Rhoderick 
could not but abhor M'Murehad j but as the lover, arid 
the favoured one too, of Dearbhorgil, he could not hate 
him. Such were the different feelings that agitated his 
breast as he set forward in, the pursuit. , ; 

O'Conor's men were not long in joining the pursued; 
and a desperate combat took place, which lasted a, full 
hour, hand to himd and hilt to hilt; they fought, for 
their numbers were nearly equal, till .it length the greater 
part of M'MiirehsHTs rneu werft.eitiHp- killed or wounded, 
and he was left almost alone to continue the etimlmt. At 
this moment O'CouorV voice was heard ieominaridisig liia 
men to take, but not kill the King of Leinster ; and ac- 
cordingly they begam to WHroafld the ill-fated man, wh», 
his horkO being kille , wight with de.-.pcrste valour OB 

foot. .■iSiirroundcd oil eVory side, he gave up till hopes of 
making his escape, and sooner than lull into his enemies' 
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hands, be determined to sell his life as dear as possible. 
Thus did he combat on, the soldiers doing their utmost 
to take him, and death being the reward of those who at- 
tempted it. 

A herculean officer now approached, boasting how soon 
he would make the traitor surrender. Dashing the spurs 
into his charger, one bound brought him almost on top of 
M'Murchad, and his double-edged sabre flew within an 
inch of his head. Then turning his horse again, 
he caught the crest of M'Murchad's helmet ; in this po- 
sition he was entirely in the power of the " guardsman," 
who was greeted for his capture by a loud shout from his 
comrades ; but M'Murchad, by a dexterous spring, loosed 
himself from the gripe of his enemy, and sprung up behind 
him on his war-steed, shortened his sword in his hand, 
and a powerful thrust laid the officer dead in his own sad- 
dle, and made M'Murchad master of the strongest and 
fleetest horse in his enemies' army, who all stood as if 
they had been spell-bound. M'Murchad, taking advan- 
tage of the surprise and fear that appeared visible in the 
countenances of all the soldiers around, dashed the spurs 
into his prize,, soon effected an opening among his ene- 
mies, and fled fleetly along the plain. Though darkness 
favoured his flight, fate seemed against him ; his pursuers, 
roused from their fear by the voice of the King of Ireland, 
were again close upon his heels. He was in the act of 
leaping a high wall, when a shaft from one of them laid 
his brave steed dead. This was, indeed, the severest blow 
that could be inflicted on M'Murchad, but there was no 
time to think ; so clambering over the wall the best way 
he could, he got behind some furze, with which the place 
abounded. Here he could hear his pursuers galloping 
rapidly in the direction in which he was ; their shouts 
rang fearfully in his ears, as they were borne along by 
the night wind. They were now close to him, coming 
down like a mountain torrent; there was a tremendous 
clang of sabre-scabbards against spurs, ringing of chains, 
bridle-bits — a confused hum, and then a total silence. 
M'Murchad knew there was a halt, for the stone wall had 
stopped them in their career. Favoured by darkness 
M'Murchad fled, and escaped to England, thence he wenf 
to Normandy, where Henry the Second was ; and hi 
subsequent history is too well known to need a repetitio„ 

T.A G-M-N."" 



THE ABANDONED. 



"No ; pleasures, hopes, affections gone ; 
The wretch may bear, and still live on, 
lake things within the cold rock, found 
Alive, when all's conjealed around." — Moohe. 

"Why is that languid eye unlit with hope ? 

And why that listlessness of aspect worn ? 

Is there Within no thought of pride to stir 

The soul's quick tumult — to awake its fires ; 

No passionate feeling, from whose kindling power 

The face becomes irradiate. Alas ! 

Poul treachery has been at work ; and guile, 

Accursed guile hath wreaked this mischief dark. 

Isthere no thunderbolt of vengeance, winged 

With most abiding wrath, to stride with fire, 

And pain unyielding, and intensest heat 

The base and perjured one who wrought the deed 1 

No voice of execration dire to blast, 



fears, 



With accent meet, remorse's keenest pang, 
To raise and sting the recreant's soul with 
Dreadful and deep, as are the woes he gives; 
And shall he not, for that despairing grief, 
Which, like the fever-flame, consumes an heart, 
Too weak and gentle to abide its force, 
Be given to feel a punishment as strong ? 
Shall not each tear in judgment rise against him, 
E'en as the primeval martyr's blood to heaven ? 
■ShaU_ not each sigh become a furnace-breath, 
Burning hereafter with volcanic heat 
Unquenchable; and fraught with utter ruth ! 
Victim of guile ! and is thy lot thus desolate ? 
Though meek-eyed resignation fain would beam 



From out each glassy orb — its light is faint, 
Like the dim taper's ray, when in some pile 
Of ancient ruins, from afar it shines 5 
The child of gentle impulse — innocent mirth ; 
Whosclaugh was music, and whose smile was peace- 
Is changed, and fearfully. The maid is changed : 
Where is her voice of welcome, like the sigh 
Of winds that blow through summer's golden bowers ? 
'Tis quelled in silence ; in its stead remains 
The look of agony — the gaze of tears ; 
Nor do they flow, as though their source was full- 
But few, and burning, as though life itself 
Came forth in each ; as though each falling drop 
Was blood-distilled from out her broken heart. 
There is a perfidy to friends — to man, 
When social compact, or when private tie 
He breaks, to further his ambitious plans; 
But this, the consummation of that guilt 
Whereby weak woman, who looks up towards him, 
As the fond child unto the parent's care, 
Is left undone, heart-withered, and betrayed ; 
Is twice condemned— is.more than doubly wicked ; 
Dishonour, cruelty, deceit, neglect. 
Combine to perfect this especial crime. 
Triumph thou false one ! while thine hour is fair ; 
There will be moments when the gall of wrath 
Shall parch thy vitals; when the writhing- pangs 
Of fiery conscience, and the icy-grasp 
Of chill despair shall each thy soul torment. 
Thou shalt be wretched — keenly, deeply wretched ; 
And for the mental murder thou hast wrought, 
Ten thousand darts, with fiery poison tinged, 
Shall pierce thy soul — nor shall its pains expire ; 
No ; they shall live with thee— be thine existence; 
While the poor martyr, whom thou'st given to bleed, 
With all her wounds, in heavenly balsam steeped, 
Shall taste the plenitude of sacred bliss. 
For though her spirit falsehood's arm hath crushed, 
She can forgive, and o'er the ruin smile ; 
Her hope is not of earth — she therefore prays, 
While yet her glimmering ray of life is seen, 
For him, the murderer of her joys and peace. 
Calm be the setting of her lovely beam; 
'Twas given to shine upon some brighter scene, 
Which oft, amid the desert wastes of life, 
Like to the Oasis of Afric's clime, 
Delights the traveller on his painful way. 

R. G. M; 



ANECDOTE OF STRONGBOW AND HIS SON. 

When Strongbow was inarching to Wexford, through 
the barony of Idrone, to relieve Fitzstephen, he was 
briskly assaulted by O'Rian and his followers ; but O'Rian 
being slain by an arrow, shot at him by Nichol the monk, 
the rest were easily scattered, and many of them slain. It 
was here that Strongbow's only son, a youth about seven- 
teen years old, frighted with the numbers and ululatious 
of the Irish, ran away from the battle, and made towards 
Dublin; but being informed of his father's victory, he joy- 
fully came back to congratulate him ; the severe general, 
however, having first reproached him with cowardice, 
caused him to be immediately executed, by cutting him 
off in the middle with a sword. So great an abhorrence 
had they of dastardliness in those days, that, in imitation 
of the old Romans, they punished it with a severity 
which, how commendable soever it may be in a general, 
was nevertheless unnatural in a father. 



EBITAIH OH STRONGBOW, EARL OF CHEPSTOW, AND IBS 
SON, IN CHRIST CHURCH, DUBLIN. 

" Nate ingrate mihi pugnanti terga dedisti 

Non mihi sed genti Regno quoque terga dedisti." 



DUBLIN: 
Printed and Published by P. D. Hardy, 3, Cecilia-street j to whomtU 
'communications are to be stressed. 
Sold by all Booksellers in Ireland, 
in London, by Richard Groombridge, 6, Panyer-alley, paternoster-row j 
in Liverpool, by WHlmer and Smith ; in Manchester, toy Ambery; in 
Birmingham, by Drake; in Glasgow, by John Jlocieod j and in Edin- 
burgh, by N. Boivack, 



